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	1. Chapter 1: NONSENSICAL PURPOSE

_"Magic? What like rabbits out of hats and stuff like that?"–Gandiva CTN 0452-9.2  
>"No REAL magic." –Professor Trevor Bruttenholm<br>"Right…. There's an institution about couple hours drive down the road. Fancy a trip?" –Gandiva CTN 0452-9.2_

**Chapter 1: NONSENSICAL PURPOSE**

_'4 Privet Drive, Little Whinging, Surrey…. This is the source?'_ he wondered to himself while observing the dreary rain sodden dwelling. Sure it wasn't the most prestigious of places to live outside of London and it had only stopped pouring since half past the hour. But there shouldn't be so much psychogenic unhappiness emanating from one small town residence. Right? Looking at the perfectly managed gardens he frowned at the overzealousness. It was a sign of someone trying to hide something. Something they didn't want the world to know about. It made the former UNSC Naval Operator's rather curious at what he might find as his Aston pulled into the driveway. _'All right I'm here what can you tell me about this place Gandiva?'_

_'Not much really,'_ the adolescent voice in his head began. _'The property is owned by a Mr. Vernon P. Dursley. Husband to a Mrs. Petunia A. Dursley formerly Evans. Married in 1977. Had a son named Dudley P. Dursley in 1980.' _

_'Recent work history?'_

_'Mr. Dursley has been an executive employee of Grunnings Drills since 69. Grunnings is a small time local enterprise that surprisingly only sell drills,'_ the south London accent said with disinterest. _'Judging by Mr. Dursley's work history he is a very unaccomplished individual or unmotivated one at that given his last promotion was in 76. Mrs. Dursley worked as a telemarketer in a cubical for Grunnings from 75 till 80 when she had to take maternity leave.'_

_'Any troubling history friends, coworkers, relatives, neighbors even?'_

_'Well…. In 1981 Lillian A. Potter. Petunia's younger sister was murdered with her husband James B. Potter by a known magical insurrectionist Tom M. Riddle aka Lord Voldemort.'_

_'The British terrorist of the wizarding world?'_ John reached out telepathically but hit a veil of sorcery preventing admission yet again. He was still outside of the charm's protective perimeter.

_'The very same. Their son Harry J. Potter the famed Boy Who Lived is currently registered under this address.'_

_'Why would the British Ministry leave the boy here? Is Harry even aware he's a wizard?'_ John questioned but he knew the answer from the sorrow emanating from the immaculate looking hole.

_'Father what are you thinking?'_ there was no answer as he exit the sleek metal grey vehicle causing the few passers by to stare at the 7'4" man. A gentle mental suggestion told them to turn back for home and forget what they saw. Pausing at the door he sensed a number of emotional presences that up until now were being nullified. He could easily break through the charm but that would alert its creator to what is transpiring. _'Your not thinking of...?'_

_'I have to know for sure,'_ he knocked three times ignoring the door bell in favor of testing the solidity of the barrier with discretion. _'Strong…. Too strong to be an Auror's work. Those idiots couldn't even tie their shoes straight without the aid of magic.'_

"What?! What do you want can't you see..." John looked down at the portly man with beady blue eyes with a raised eyebrow. _'This is the source of the pretentiousness?'_ John thought as he observed shorter of the two who had adopted a look of fear while under the titan's shadow.

"My apologies for disturbing you this afternoon my name is John Herman Septimus," he spoke calmly with authority that commanded even the lesser man's begrudging respect.

"Yeah and…?" I said begrudging respect.

"And…I'm house hunting for me and the soon to be missus. Out of the whole bundle your winsome residence and immaculate garden really caught my eye," He charmingly diddled with a practiced ease. A smug smile began to carve its way across Dursley's pudgy face.

"That'd be me Petunia a regular green thumb that one. What can I do for ya Mr. Septimus? I'm Vernon Dursley by the way."

"Pleasure to make you acquaintance Mr. Dursley." John played the part of a friendly foreigner with ease as he firmly shook Vernon's hand without crushing it into dust, "Well to be frank I was hoping if you would humour me a bit and tell me about the area. To be honest I don't exactly trust real estate agents."

"Nor should you Mr. Septimus a deceiving lot that one. Please come inside and I'll give you all the details," John smiled as he felt the blood contract welcome him inside as he followed the little troll into his cave. Looking around inconspicuously Septimus took in the charm's hidden warmth. The core emotion behind the contract was love – pure unconditional progenitive love. The kind of love that never faded – the Spartan smile at that. It seemed Lily Potter was the real reason for the dark lords demise. Who ever built this charm built it off of the residual effects of her sacrifice. "Petunia sweetheart put a kettle on! We've got a guest!"

"A guest? Who is it da-whoah…!" John turn to the miniature of Vernon and sensed what could only be described as spoilt potential. Dudley merely stared at the giant in shock. Never had he seen someone so tall before. Immediately Septimus invaded the child's impressionable mind, _'Dudley you'll thank me when your older.'_

"Dudley-pussums!" Petunia a rather thin woman with pale eyes who seemed to posses enough neck for both her and Vernon came rushing over to her collapsed son, "What did you do to my baby!"

"Sorry ma'am must have frightened the poor boy with my height," John faked concern as he checked the boy's vitals before issuing a mental wake up command for the boy.

"Eh...what happened?" Dudley looked around with renewed energy.

"You fainted kiddo. You all right?"

"Yeah…. I'm fine thank you Sir," Vernon raised an eyebrow at the respectful tone while Petunia fretted over her son. "Kind of hungry though."

"What would you like snuggums?"

"Um Mum…do we have any celery?" the Dursleys gave each other a confused looks before Petunia just shrugged and began guiding him to the kitchen. "And after that can I join you on your afternoon walk Mum?"

"I-I...," okay now even Vernon knew something was now off. "Of course sweetums."

"Thanks Mum…. Though could you please just call me Dudley for now on?"

"Um sure Dudley whatever you want," Petunia look back at the stranger unsure of what to do until a foreign whisper in head told her to focus on her son and forget.

"Your one of 'em aren't ya," Vernon was pointing an umbrella in John's face terrified and already at his wits end.

"If you mean what Harry is then no. I'm something different entirely," John spoke calmly despite seeing the Dursley family's collective memories. "My abilities stem from my level of forced evolutionary mental development."

"…?" Vernon just stared in disbelief at the, _'another bloody freak.'_ John just ignored the thought.

"Unlike most residence of this era I have access to a greater percentage of my mind's processing power. Which affords me certain talents such as the ability to read your mind Vernon Philip Dursley son of Mathew Philip Dursely and Eleanor Margaret Dursley."

"Pfft…. Oh yeah nice try but I ain't buying."

"You haven't been a been able to get it up since you hit 21 stones and because of that your wife had to be artificially inseminated. You drown your self-pity with food, alcohol, and television. An when that's not enough you rough up a nearsighted four year old who's father was and will be always be a better man than you."

"Y-You bast-GUACK!" Vernon felt his windpipe constrict as an invisible force brought him to eye level with SPARTAN-II Commando.

"I should kill you." The telekinetic Spartan-II spoke softly as to not arise suspicion from the now laughing Mother and Son in the kitchen before soundlessly dropping Vernon, "Even when I was young I never liked bullies. Cowards who picked on the weak. But instead I'll make you watch as your son becomes a better man than you."

"If yo–"

"It's already done. The spoiled brat you sired is dead, along with your legacy. You loose," 117 spoke coldly with without emotion. "Now I'm going to walk into the garden where your nephew is diligently working himself to the bone and offer him the life he deserves."

"Fine take him just give me back my son," heaving for air Vernon found himself staring at the carpet in disbelief before pain filled spasms racked his mind forcing Dursley to clutch his head desperately to ward off the agony.

"As far as you and your family is concerned Harry and I were never here."

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change}<strong>

Back in the garden a four year-old with a messy mop of ebony for hair and a faded pair of emeralds sighed as he wiped the sweat from his glasses only to frown at new scratch mark his wet hand me down woolen sweeter caused. His toil here began when Uncle Vernon had literally torn him from bed several hours ago to finish the task given to him yesterday. Looking up at the flickers of sun trying to peak though the cloud cover the Boy Who Lived tried to ignore the gurgle of his stomach as he knew coming in too early to eat would result in another thrashing.

"Noon," he didn't have a watch so Harry had to learn how tell time by looking at the sun. He had gotten rather good at it too actually. Potter let a sigh of resignation escaped his lips as he accepted the facts it would be another two or three hour till he was allowed back inside depending his Uncle's mood. "Could be worse."

"Really how?" a gruff voice asked.

"It could still be raining," Harry was in mid reach for another weed when he jumped in surprise at the foreign presence. The Boy Who Lived quickly turned around to see a giant of a man standing over him in casual business wear and matching grey trench coat. "W-Who are you?"

"I guess... Someone with an offer if you interested?" 117 loosened his tie on the way down to his knee while try-failing to make himself less daunting in appearance. An inquisitive flicker in Harry's eyes caught the Spartan's attention as the Boy Who Lived studied John's blues for any signs deceit.

"What kind?" he said carefully.

"The kind that gets you three square meals a day, a nice warm bed, and quite possibly a family that love you as much as your Mother and Father did."

"My parent died in car crash…. Drinking Uncle Vernon said," the downcast look made John want to go back inside the house and finish the job. But he knew better the moment he did British Ministry of Magic will be investigating which means Voldemort's remnants will be aware of what had transpired. 117 needed to make his get away quick and clean before the Death Eaters realised Potter was out in the open. Which meant wiping everyone's memory they meet on their way to Heathrow while Gandiva deleted any and all security footage that was open to her hacking.

"Harry when has your Uncle ever been honest with you about anything?" that earned a dawning look of surprise from the young warlock. "I didn't know your parents personally but I know for a fact that were good people."

"How do you know?"

"Reputation mostly. I remember reading about them in the papers and examining their case files after they were murdered."

"M-Mu-Murdered?" Harry was young but even he knew what that word meant. Fat tears began to steam down his cheeks as the giant of a man pulled him into a hug.

"A very bad man wanted to hurt you Harry and your parents sacrificed everything to keep you safe," John spoke softly with a deep solicitous rumble. "Which is why I'm going to pick up the slack for now on for them."

"But I'm a Freak," Harry choked.

"Another lie Harry. Your just different…." _'Just like me,'_ John finished in the four-year-old's head. A look of shock and wonder caused young Potter to stare in awe.

"How...your the same?!"

_'Yes and no. We're two different subspecies of humanity. Do you understand?'_ Harry shook his head at the alien thoughts in his head. _'Your a Wizard Harry a rare subspecies of humanity that has access to magic. I on the other hand went through a forced mutation to gain access to my abilities.'_

"I don't understand."

John chuckles at this while noticing Potter's unwillingness to let go, _'Don't worry you'll understand when your older. If…you want to come with me?'_

"But I don't even know who you are..."

"Then proper introductions are in order. My name is John and this little lady...," glowing hologram of blinding white light appeared before the two. Harry squinted his eyes as the light quickly took shape into girl probably fourteen or fifteen years of age wearing a roman toga. "...is Gandiva…my daughter."

"Hi," she waved

"A-Are you an angel?" Harry blinked in shock at the ethereal girl.

"Sorry cutie I'm UNSC AI Gandiva CTN 0452-9.2 but you can call me Diva if you like," she winked playfully at him much to John's annoyance.

"C-Cutie..." Harry's face was reddening faster than Uncle Vernon's while stuck on the toilet.

"Yup but I can call you Little-Bro if you prefer?" she winked sassily again.

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change}<strong>

_'Well that was easier than I thought I'd be,'_ John mused to himself as his V8 Vantage past another highway patrol. He had basically kidnapped the child sleeping in the passenger seat next to him. '_Am I no better than ONI?'_ the subconscious waves of contentment emanating from the bundled in his trench coat began to snore even louder. John smiled honestly at the untroubled child, '_No maybe not. Well, at least not exactly.'_

_'Looks like another storm's brewing Father. You think Lord Lioncourt will forgive your absence?'_ Gandiva whisper through his neural link despite being inaudible to Harry.

_'The self-proclaimed King of the Mediterranean can wait a day or two. Besides this is more important.'_ John sighed in exasperation. Lestat was known for hold grudges as large as his ego but even the self-righteous arse was a dedicated father. _'He'll understand…or I'll beat some sense into him again.'_

This earned a giggle from Diva, _'Why bother the moment you introduce Harry to Lady Lioncourt she'll be fussing all over him. Lestat is many things but he is not suicidal enough to get on Jessica's bad side.'_

_'Hmm…good point,'_ John smoothly left the highway for an exit ramp into south London while carefully avoiding another pothole that could have easily caused a flat or thrown off his suspension.

"BURP!" 117 chuckled at the overdue eructation that shook the Boy Who Lived from his slumber, "Uh…where am I?"

"Right now we're driving down Madbury Street," John adopted a fatherly tone he rarely used in public. "How are you feeling after all those burgers and milkshakes?"

"Ugh...," Harry moaned a little.

"You consumed five bacon-cheeseburgers, seven strawberry-milkshakes, and bountiful amount of French-fries. Was it at least worth it?" Gandiva sound exasperated as she found herself fretting over her new little brother.

"Yes...," Harry stretched out a little and let his hands fall behind his head before adorning the biggest smile that ever graced his face. "it...was...delicious…."

This earned another chuckle from John as he pulled into the garage of an indistinguishable three story brick flat before flicking the switch of the wireless garage door opener. Over hanging lights flicker on as John stepped out of the car first and quickly scanned the area for anything out of place before waving Harry to come out.

"Um Dad…?"

"Yes, Harry what is it?" John asked as he re-holstering a custom Beretta 92 before pausing in mid step. _'Did he just call me Dad? This wasn't in the parenting manuals.'_

_'When did you start reading?'_ Diva chimed in.

"Is this home?"

_'About the time we first came to this universe and I thought I told you to stop listening in on my thoughts.'_ "No Harry this is just a safe-house. I have one in almost every major city in the world."

"Why?"

"Mostly because of my primary line of work."

"What's that?"

"It's hard to explain but the best way to describe it is I'm a Soldier."

"A Soldier?" Emerald eye blinked inquisitively as John debated on the right choice of words.

"Or perhaps simply a Preventer..."

"Dad's like a super secret agent Harry," Gandiva had that mischievous tone John dreaded. "He hunts down villains and prevents bad things from happening."

"Like 007?"

"No/YES!"

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change: Alexandria, Egypt}<strong>

The dated ringing of a wireless bounced off the walls of a forgotten fortress as it bathed in the residual sunlight of the Mediterranean. Its occupants were locked in battle of wills reflective grey eyes flashed in defiance against a duo of withering jade greens. Grey was clearly loosing ground rapidly. The phone goes to voicemail again and an exasperated sigh is heard, "Really? This is the twelfth call Lestat get over you wounded pride and answer the phone."

"Beloved/Father…," the duo of jade eyes growled dangerously.

"Such loyal kin," the grey eyed figure responded sardonically before gliding over to the receiver and pressing the talk button. "Hello? Who is this?"

"Oh for the love of…. Jesse slap him because I can't deal with this right now," an audible smacking echoed from the blackened chamber into the receiver.

"Ow," Lestat growled flatly as he felt a lump forming on the back of his undead head.

"Thank you Jess. Now then I would like to sincerely apologies to the girls for my delay," Lestat growled at the insufferable man while Jessica giggled with the other pair of green eyes.

"Heph-hem…."

"You made me call twelve times before giving me the chance to explain my absence. Be grateful that I'm even still coming to the summit this Friday. Am I on speaker phone Selene, Jesse?"

"We're here Uncle John what happened?" a tranquil voice spoke from the shadows with neutral emotion. Like her mother she was a remarkable beauty with immaculate alabaster skin and jade eyes that delighted even the most honest of men. But unlike either of her parents her hair was black and starless like a raven's feather. Lestat had long ago mussed it was reminiscent of his mother Selene and thus decided to name his first child after his maman. John was just grateful that the child who had denominated him her "Uncle John," was nowhere's nearly as eccentric as her flamboyant father.

"It's a long story but to keep it short I sensed a crux of great suffering when I landed in Heathrow this morning – and now he's sleeping off five burgers, seven milkshakes, and plate full of fries. Contently might I add," he finished with masked mirth.

"Oh you've taken up a charge?" Lestat smirked despite his initial griping. John always had away of making his immortality more interesting.

"More like adopted a son," 117 was gently smiling on the other end of the line. The girls could easily tell.

"A son? John how old is he?" Jesse's maternal instincts were already active.

"Four, and before any of you jump to any conclusions. Especially you Lestat," Lord Lioncourt scoffed at the spot on remark. "Know the boy came from an abusive home and given the circumstances I couldn't simply report it."

"Magic related," Selene's shrewd as ever mind began connecting the dots much to her parents mirth. They often wondered if John had rubbed off on her in more ways than one.

"The Boy Who Lived," he said surprising the vampire family. They knew about Harry Potter. Who didn't? An infant surviving the killing curse was simply unheard of and one actually killing a Dark Lord was just impossible…or so many thought. The four years that followed left many wondering what happened to the child. He simply dropped off the map after headlining magical papers and gossip. Plenty believed Harry was in the protective custody of the British Ministry of Magic or under the watchful eye of Dumbledore's believed dissolved Order of the Phoenix. In the past Lestat had curiously questioned the Supreme Mugwump on numerous occasions about the boy only to receive polite rebuttals each and every time. To hear the infallible Headmaster had once again dropped the ball like he did with Grindelwald and Riddle all those decades ago brought a deranged smile to the ancient Vampire's lips. If not for the danger he would undoubtedly put the poor boy in Lioncourt was relishing the day he could use this to ruin the old fool's political clout. "This needs to stay between use and perhaps a few other trusted individuals for now."

"Oh course John," Jesse stared her husband down daring him to question her authority on the matter. "Harry's well being is our primary concern."

"Thank you."

"So what are you planing to do now?" questioned the Lioncourt Patriarch.

"First give him a hair cut and then quickly hit Oxford Street to get him some proper dress and luggage," John spoke as if he was reading down an invisible to do list. "Then we'll take the two o'clock for Cairo."

"Why not land in Alexandria?" Jesse asked.

"In case we're followed."

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change: Heathrow; the next day}<strong>

Harry rubbed his head where his usual messy mop once was. Now it was manageable and short like he always hoped as ran his fingers through where the most irritating of the knots used to be. His father (Harry had immediately started calling John Dad) had spent over an hour trimming his weeds down to a more comfortable level that was not much longer than John's. "One less grapple point," he said. Harry didn't know what that meant so he simply thought it made him look cool just like his new Dad.

Smiling at the soft feeling that tickled his finger the young wizard returned his now prized baseball cap to his head with pride as he contently road on his father's sturdy shoulders towards their terminal.

"How you holding up?" John questioned while skillfully adjusting his carry-on's strap with one hand while holding on to Harry's legs with the other.

"I…," the four year old yawned. "Tired."

"Well you can sleep as long as you like on the plane ride to Egypt."

"Where the Mummies live?" Harry asked dreamily causing John to chuckle.

"Yes Harry. Where the Mummies live."

"And the Pharaohs?"

"Yup," John was genuinely smiling now as they reached their gate where a number of eager tourists were already in line to board. Each of them no doubt waiting for their chance to see the Great Pyramids and the other weathered gems of Egypt. The Spartan already had his tickets and passport in hand when they reached the queue. In five to six hours they would be in Cairo.

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change: Alexandria, Egypt; Thursday}<strong>

"Are you a Mummy?" Harry asked the pale undead man with nothing but pure innocence. Lestat's grey eyes narrowed at the boy hiding behind John's leg. The Spartan merely chuckled while Lady Lioncourt stifled a giggled and her daughter Selene just smiled faintly.

"No," he said with distaste at the thought of being associated with one of those shriveled corpses.

"A Pharaoh?" Harry was peaking his head out of cover more as he eyed the vampire who was smiling aristocratically now. John frowned, Lioncourt's ego was bad enough as is.

"Yes I AM. Before you mortal is the ruler of the Mediterranean…Lestat di Lioncourt…," the Vampire was standing a little taller now while his kin rolled their eyes. 117 just applied pressure to his sinuses. "And who might you be young but most astute guest?"

"I'm Harry," he waved endearing while looking around the dark and foregone dwelling before his emerald eyes locked with an equally curious pair of jade. "Hi. Are you the Princess?"

"…." Selene blinked in shock while her mother giggled at the reddening of her cheeks.

"Cause Dad's reading me this story," he pulled out a small picture book from his backpack to show her. The cover depicted of a beautiful princess in a tower with fearsome dragon coiled around it like a preying serpent. "See she lives in a castle just like you and your very pretty too."

"Oh my what a little Prince Charming you are," Jesse giggled more vocally at her reserved daughter's expense while gliding over to Harry to take a knee.

"I don't wanna be a Prince," Harry declared with a winsome pout that made Jessica and Selene want to steel him for themselves.

"Oh? Then what do want to be then?"

"A Preventer like Dad."

"A Preventer?"

"Yup. I want to stop bad things too. So more people can be happy," Selene smile in approval with a little blush on her alabaster cheeks.

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change: Alexandria, Egypt; Friday}<strong>

John felt a migraine forming while he sat in the impromptu deliberation chambers next to the merry representative of the dwarfs who very much enjoyed a good scrap now and then. Putting pressure on his sinuses Septimus resisted the urge to scowl at Lestat Lioncourt who imperiously sat almost parallel to the ex UNSC Commando. The former French Marquis had somehow magically instigated another verbal debate-conflict between delegates with that damned silver tongue of his. This time it was the speakers for the Arachne and the Lamia.

"Enough," the Spartan growled when the two winsome beauties were on the verge of throttling each other.

"But, Darling…," the Lamia representative whimpered as her ears drooped cutely. The Arachne wisely kept her mouth shut despite the evident embarrassment on her cheeks.

"No buts Miia," he said firmly causing both spokeswoman to pout endearingly. "Same for goes for you too Ráhel. Understood?"

"Yes…/Of-course," both were flushing while avoiding eye contact with the gruff Spartan.

"And you," John pointed a finger of reckoning at the elder vampire.

"Me?" Lioncourt feigned ignorance worthy of an Oscar. Both the Lycan and Dökkálfar (Dark-Elf) representatives snickered while Oberon Finwë the Ljósálfar (LIght-Elf) Premier and old friend of Septimus sighed.

"Behave or lobotomisation," the majority of the camber blanched at the hyper lethal human's emotionless ultimatum."Not that anyone would notice the difference."

Laughter soon followed the exasperated mutter while Lioncourt fumed under a veil indifference. 117 shook his head at the antics before going over the Preventer file concerning the murder of Lucretia Țepeș less than half century ago.

_'Lestat where are they,'_ John's voice flittered into the thoughts of everyone present that was supposed to be there. This was their fail-safe during meetings. The representatives would openly discuss the trivial matters while the telepathic members of the council would create a "chat-room" of sorts where they could discuss the more sensitive issues by way of thought.

_'Still hung up on that?'_ the ancient vampire seemed to be finding his finger nails rather fascinating at the moment. John just bore holes into the man's skull in retaliation.

_'My. No. Our friend was murder Lioncourt….'_

_'And you want revenge,'_ Lestat said dismissively.

_'I want Mina to be safe. Regendorf and his kin can only be a deterrent for so long….'_

_'Darling…,'_ Septimus felt the bonny Lamia with crimson hair to his left squeeze his hand. Looking down towards a pair of golden sunset colored eyes John let slip a faint smiled as he carefully return the welcomed affection with a squeeze of his own. Miia couldn't help but blush as she enjoyed the Spartan's warmth before brushing a bang of crimson from her eyes so she could stare unimpeded into John's resolute browns.

_'She hasn't forgiven me for not being there. I failed her once I don't intend to do so again.'_

_'You were off world Septimus,'_ the old lycanthrope four seat down to his left interjected with a frown. He hated seeing the man who so tirelessly fought to preserve peace and order between the various nations punishing himself.

_'Alcaeus I'm her godfather…. I should have–'_

_'Lord Talbot is right Master Chief. The Leviathan (Ogdru Jahad) would have bleed into our fragile world had you not intercepted it at the veil with Anung Un Rama,'_ Oberon voiced his own shared gratitude of his people. After all they were among the first on the chopping block given the close proximity of the Ljósálfar's realm to the abyss. The two were hailed as heroes by many after that day.

_'Your know Red hates that name right?'_ John asked as he remembered the cigars H.B. gave him last Sunday in his jacket and started shifting for them. One of the better benefits of the Librarian's genetic acceleration of Johns genome's was a forty-five percent faster rate of cellular regeneration. Coincidentally in the last four decades since his induction into their reality he had hardly aged a day – not to mention his still growing telepathic and telekinetic potential. Those factors alone made even the most impulsive of enemies hesitant to challenge him openly. Few even knew what a Spartan-II was or how dangerous the ex UNSC Naval Operator could be. Not to mention the amount of political clout 117 had accumulated since his arrival in 1941.

_'I did not,'_ Oberon smirked. _'But we are digressing here. Lord Lioncourt, revenge aside the Țepeș Family deserves justice surely you can understand that?'_

_'But of course,'_ Lestat replied demonstratively. The Vampire's eyes then harden causing many non-Spartans to stiffen when they saw the Frenchman's true face, _'But it does not change the fact that those three's clans hold much influence. What they lack in quality they make up with sheer overwhelming numbers.'_

_'Then call for aid,'_ John growled internally as they continued their mental conference. _'If it's for Mina the Earth Clan will surely assist you and so will my Preventers.'_

_'So will I and me kin. In the past two decades those three vagabonds have been a growing irritant,'_ Talbot added as his fangs grew menacingly at the thought of the usurping trio.

_'You would side with the Earth Clan?'_ Lady Do'Urden of the Dökkálfar broke her silence with curiosity.

"I'm not siding with those spineless domesticated house slaves! I'm siding with the Spartan!" Alcaeus proudly declare out in the opened disregarding the eavesdroppers, "How many people do you know would actually gamble their own immortal soul just to save the lives of complete and utter strangers?"

"I swore an oath to protect the Earth and all her colonies. It is my duty as soldier to do so no matter the cost," John said phlegmatically as he collected a cigar from his pocket and gestured if anyone mind. 117 smirked at the lack thereof of opposition and brought his cutter to the cap of the Nicaragua wrapped cigar made with Cuban seed. Most here had similar vices while the majority were either immune or just did care much considering how long they all live.

"Oi Lad you got'nother of those?" the Dwarf sovereign to John's right asked eagerly as he took his time lighting it with a match. Chuckling John handed his spare to Gimli Battlehammer the Sixth, the Convivial Roughneck.

"Regardless you stopped Baphomet from consuming me pack and for that you have my undying gratitude."

"Stopped him? He out right beheaded the devil god!" Draven Nergal the representative of the incubi and succubi snorted. "For the first time in millennia my people are FREE."

"A soldier does what is expect of him. It is our duty nothing more."

"Well, your definition of duty has earn the loyalty of me kin no matter the storm," the Lycan Alpha male finished with no room for Debate. Septimus just smile faintly and politely nodded his thanks while Lestat broke his indifferent facade to apply pressure to his sinuses.

"Honestly John only you can cause me this much aggravation…," growled the vampire. "Fine. I was planing on addressing this annoyance in a century of two. But if you all insist I suppose I can speed up my mechanization."

"When?" John asked.

_'After the summit,'_ Lestat thought while maintaining the facade. "Ten to fifteen year at the earliest. What you are asking for is quite hard to come by after all."

John played along with believable sigh, "Very well but I expect results. Much is ridding on this."

"But of course," lioncourt responded coyly selling the deception before directing the summit toward more declassified matters.

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change}<strong>

Giggles echoed down the cobble halls of the Lioncourt's keep as a barefoot Harry stalked his prey. All ready he had captured the proud Dökkálfar Prince Arto, pounced on Lawrence the truehearted son of Alcaeus Talbot, unearthed an always endearing Calima Finwë from the laundry room, and tickled Gimli the Seventh or as he prefers to be called G7 out of his pantry hidey-hole. Now he was on the prowl for the ever elusive and very enchanting Selene Lioncourt with his trusted demonic companion.

"Where is she Hair-whee?!" A little succubus in white pouted cutely while she magically floated on the smoky ebony emissions spiraling out of her spiraling blond pigtails. Harry smiled warmly at the remarkably vocal two year old before bringing his hand to his chin to emulate a perfect Sierra-117 in contemplation.

"Well, she likes reading maybe she hiding where there's lots of books," the newly christened Harrison James Septimus speculated while the little succubus happily straightened-played with the red ribbon tied to her stainless sundress. Minutes pasted in wandering ponder till crimson eye bugged out excitedly before their owner proudly tapped Harry's arm to make a declaration.

"Ooh! Ooh! I know where's Sell-lean book go!"

"Where Catherine?" Questioned the Boy Who Lived as a pair of demonic curled goat horns bobbed up and down on the golden head of the alabaster succubus with ebony zebra stripes.

"Follow MEH!" the Nergal heir chirped as she rocked away leaving a giggling Harry only smoke trails to follow.

The former Potter smiled as he learned the joys of Hide and Seek with actual friends for the first time.

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change}<strong>

Selene smiled as she tucked in the four year old wizard and his self-proclaimed little sister in. She was sure Lord Draven would not mind if his little Catherine stayed the night. All the other children were sleeping in Harry's chamber after all one more heir could not hurt.

Turning to her left Lioncourt smiled at a blissful Calima sleeping on the other end of the twin bed while using a transformed Lawrence Talbot as a pillow. The little black lycan ball of fur didn't seem to mind as his snout edged over the side of the bed unconsciously sniffing the air for trouble. The "Magnanimous" Prince Arto Do'Urden had claimed the leather recliner with his best friend G7. While their latest and most restrained addition an Arachne named Diána was now sleeping serenely in a hammock made from her own silk. The skeleton plushy she zealously carried everywhere was now clutched tightly into her chest as both of her hearts raced at the idea of marrying her first crush.

The pureblood vampire resisted the urge to frown at the thought of Harry being wed as she unconsciously hovered over Harry possessively. Jade eyes then flicker toward the lightening bolt scar while delicate looking alabaster fingers traced the mark sensing a presence that should have not been there. "A horcrux," she mouthed silently to herself as the image of a dark wizard that was handsome in a way that was both slippery and unforgiving flashed before her eyes. "I must tell Uncle."

* * *

><p><strong>{Scene-Change}<strong>

John walked out of the chamber with a drowsy Lamia on his arm. Border disputes came up again much to everyone's object horror. The new Siren and Water Nymph representatives became rather unpopular after they forced the summiteers to remain in their seats till three in the morning.

Miia Apis was clinging to Septimus and his warmth like a life preserver now as they made a detour towards the beach. Being poikilothermic and without her favourite heated pillow for so long (1 week) aside Miia really did cherish these private moments they had together. It took Apis half a decade to get her favorite Spartan to warm up to her, another two for him to realise she had been flirting him all this time (without Gandiva's help), and final after sixteen long years they final KISSED! Miia became the enemy of all woman that day but she couldn't care less. All that matter now was the illusive Master Chief was hers and hers ALONE.

Meanwhile John a man who believed in making his own luck was fining himself very indebted to Lady Luck for letting someone as sincere as Miia to have walk…er…slithered into his life. Their relationship was understandably strained at first. Thanks no less to the xenophobia he unconsciously developed during the Human-Covenant War. But the Crimson Lamia was persistent in getting Septimus to admit friendship first before boldly pushing for the gold.

Even with his brief stint of camaraderie with the Sangheilian Arbiter known as Thel'Vadam. 117 could hardly call the Elite a friend after what his kind did to his. The unprecedented arrival of the Mantel's Approach to an alternate reality where humanity was not Earth's only sentient species had forced John to reevaluate his classifications for non-humans. Especially after he found himself containing human magical insurgents in the African and European Theaters of World War II. Grindelwald's army they called themselves. John and his newly founded Preventers made sure they and many other dark power hoping to capitalise on the power vacuums learned to fear muggles.

After all it was John who killed Gellert Grindelwald without reservation during his legendary duel with Albus Dumbledore. The II had nabbed the dark wizard from behind while cloaked and assassinated the man with a karambit knife. Drove the claw like blade right into the base of Grindelwald's skull, an instantaneous death. "Talk about anticlimactic ending," Elphias Doge the only other living eye-witnesses would later proclaim in an interview with the Daily Prophet.

"The Green Knight," as the non-magical papers dubbed him was often reverently portrayed as an anonymous protector operating independently of the Bureau for Paranormal Research and Defense. While contrasting the wizarding world depicted 117 and the B.P.R.D.'s flagship agent as interlopers that threatened the fragile confidentiality of their existence. Despite the fact that the League of Nations was already well aware of the International Confederation of Wizard existence since the 1920s.

The British Ministry of Magic had Prime Minister Baldwin to thank for that. It was also Baldwin who ordered the creation of a subdivisions within the Security Service and MI6 dedicated to monitoring and containing magical activity.

Blinking at the strange train of thought John looked down at Miia's sleeping head now nestled peacefully in the crook of his neck. They were resting at the edge of the Mediterranean now on a collapsed column that was half way buried into the sand. Fifteen feet of the Lamia's lower half had somehow coiled its way seamlessly around the II's body and was now gathering every degree of warmth Septimus could spare.

_'Selene how'd it go?' _John thought as felt the concern of a familiar presence materialise behind him.

_'….'_

_'Selene?'_

_'A horcrux. Whether it is intentional or accidental I don't know, but I sensed a fragment of Voldemort's soul attached to Harry,'_ Selene was crying John could feel the worry flooding from her soul.

_'I know,'_ John sighed. He would have given her a comforting hug if he wasn't being slowly constricted. Good thing his reenforced skeletal structure was virtually indestructible now.

The glimmer of hope in her Jade eyes was unmistakable as John observed her from his peripheral. 117 found himself wondering if her affections were maternal, romantic, or a bit of both. _'Then you have a plan?'_

_'Yes,'_ the Spartan thought calmly as he considered all the options. The young Lioncourt exhaled a sigh of relief she did not realise she had been holding in before turn slowly toward her quarters.

_'…Goodnight Uncle John.'_

"Night," the Spartan softly thought out loud as he gazed at the moon. He was considering giving a certain Big Red Monkey phone call in the morrow. Harry was going to need a Godfather after all.


	2. Chapter 2: GROWING PAINS

_"Wow your–" –Harrison James Septimus née Potter_  
><em>"Yeah, I know…. I'm ugly." –Hellboy (aka Anung Un Rama)<em>  
><em>"(Insert giggle) NO…. Cool!" –Harrison James Septimus née Potter<em>  
><em>"Eh? Well, you're all right kid. Here have a beer…" –Hellboy (aka Anung Un Rama)<em>  
><em>"Red?!" –John Herman Septimus (formerly Spartan-117)<em>  
><em>"Kidding! Sheesh… have a little faith will yah?" –Hellboy (aka Anung Un Rama)<em>  
><em>"…." –John Herman Septimus (formerly Spartan-117)<em>  
><em>"Green?" – Abe Sapien (formerly Langdon Everett Caul)<em>  
><em>"Not now Blue. I am contemplating my urge to throttle." –John Herman Septimus (formerly Spartan-117)<em>

**Chapter 2: GROWING PAINS**

"You want me to do WHAT?!" the seven foot tall vermilion demon stumbled back while hold his seventh beer. Half of which was sprayed comically over his poker-face drinking buddy. The inebriated demons thought he was being invited over to get plastered like they (he) usually did after summits. Like the one he weaseled out of last month. "Look you've been like bother to me since I was like ten or something…, but you can't be serious? Why the hell not Abe?"

The devil in red pointed to the blue amphibious man playing with a four year old wizard on John's private beach along the Nova Scotia shoreline. Not too far away sat a fire-manipulator calmly resting on one of the many smooth outcropping with a sunbathing lamia who was vigilantly observing the wee wizard (aka her mother-hen-mode).

"Because I trust you…. For the most part anyway," the demon's enlister into godfather-hood said neutrally while drying his face with an olive green handkerchief. 117 then began to uncorked another one of his own drinks. Faster than most can blink the red monkey's tail swiped the 750 milliliter bottle playfully from the indifferent commando's hand.

"What's dis crap you drinking anyway?" He slurred a little while yellow eyes read the label. "La Fin du Monde (The End of the World)…? Sounds French. Are YOU French John?"

"No and it's Québécois…. I think," Septimus corrected while Hellboy took a two second swig and began to gag at the bite, "Careful it's a lot stronger than that water your used to."

"Ass," the demon growled before handing the bottle back over to a still partially dripping Septimus. "What the hell is Québ-whatever it's called?

"French Canadian."

"There's a difference?" John gave Hellboy his own patented, _'what do you think?'_ look. The B.P.R.D. agent just sighed before noticing the clutter he had been making, "Sorry about the mess I'll…."

"Forget about it," John waved it off dismissively. The Spartan-II was too busy watching his son learn how to boogie board from their perch on the back deck to really care.

"So your serious?" was the World Destroyer's next intelligible choice of words as he stood next to the man who was oddly a few inches taller than him. John just ignored the question forcing the demon to make a resigned sigh, "Of course your serious…."

"I need someone to be there for him when I can't," the former Demon of the Covenant spoke solemnly.

Minutes passed in silence till Hellboy asked his sanest question to date, "Why me?"

"Cause your the first person I thought of," was 117's honest to god answer. Red smile at that. He and the Green Knight had been buds for decades – but John being the more reticent of the two rarely opened his mouth. Though when he did it usually reminded people why he was worth the effort. The man was loyal to a fault and when you had his friendship you had it for life.

"Thanks."

"Your welcome," John answered dryly to the now gratified devil. They stood there after that comfortably in silence for few minutes. 117 would occasional wave to Harry or Miia while scanning their surroundings for trouble. It was an old soldier's habit that thankfully never went away.

Now that Harry had a Godfather the Master Chief needed to find him a God-mum. His first choice might become his mother and John's second had unfortunately pasted away. Looking down at the fire starter from Kansas he smirked at the idea. He would have to talk to Liz about it first.

What remained was Harry's schooling. As much as the Spartan knew about magic he could never perform it. At least not without invoking the aid of a powerful deity. Something John almost never considered. Which left him with one question. Who? Or quite possibly what?

"I have a question," Red broke the silence as he began to sober up a little. "Does he like pancakes?"

John blinked at the casual inquiry, "You want to make hotcakes now? It's four in the afternoon."

"So?" John look at H.B. like he grew two head before smirking-sighing at the ridiculousness. Oh well he could grill those steaks marinating in the frig tomorrow.

"I'll go check if we have maple syrup."

"Nice…."

* * *

><p><strong>{One year later Dawning Oak Cemetery, Fairfield, Connecticut}<strong>

"All right kid repeat after me." Hellboy spoke calmly as he guided his favourite (only) nephew in the steps of their latest exploit. "Animam edere, animus corpu."

"I still don't think this is wise," Uncle Abraham began to voiced his concern.

"Lighten up Blue what's the worst that can happen?" the World Destroyer waved off Uncle Spoilsports.

"Many things…. Teaching a five year old second hand magic of demonic…origin…. Can be quite disastrous," Sapien stammered with worry.

"Animam edere, animus corpu!" said five year old exclaimed while holding an amulet over the rising head of a blinking corpse. Both "adults" stared on gobsmacked they didn't think he would get it in the first try! "Hi I'm Harry."

"Your cute but I don't do kids. Come back in about ten to fifteen years," the decaying remains of what was once a beautiful woman said before violently snapping her neck to go back to being dead. Harry and Abe just cringed with synchronised blanches while Hellboy broke down laughing. A few minutes later the still chuckling demon was helping his nephew crawl out of the grave

"You got it on the first try Kid! Your a natural," the wielder of the Right Hand of Doom said with pride in his eyes. Abe was still blinking in abhorrent shock over the event. "Common lets get out of here before we're caught."

"Okay," the five year old shrugged. The thrill of it all was already gone. Honestly reanimating a corpse was probably the least off the wall thing Uncle Red taught him how to do so far.

"And remember Little Buddy what is rule numero uno?!" Red brought his stone hand up with Harry in it to his shoulders before gesturing with said hand.

"Don't tell Mom and Dad!" the little wizard roguishly declared from his perch.

"And…?"

"Especially Auntie Sparky 'cause her short fuse be scary…."

"Very scary?" Red questioned with a devilish smirk.

"Super scary!" Harry yelled.

* * *

><p><strong>{Later at the Bureau for Paranormal Research and Defense}<strong>

"Hellboy where were you three?" Liz smelt mischief and it wasn't the dirt clinging to her Godson's clothes. John was out enjoying his honeymoon with Miia and they wouldn't be expected back till the end of the week. So it was up to her to keep the boys in line.

"Out," said the best man of the wedding curtly.

"Out doing WHAT?" she emphasised the last bit with a raised eyebrow that was now aflame.

"Stuff," it should be noted that Uncle Red is horrible at lying so he gives half truths instead. Unfortunately Harry is beginning to pick up this habit.

"What kind of STUFF?"

_'Dead men walking,'_ many of the observing B.P.R.D. personnel thought as they began to clear out and put as much distance between themselves and the Pyrokinetic Hottie as possible.

"Guy stuff," Harry spoke up quickly with a winsome smile that nearly had Elizabeth sold if not for the slightly guilty sparkle in his emerald eyes.

"…ABE…," there was impending doom in her voice now as she directed it towards the easier of the three nuts to crack. Said nut was squirming nervously under her hellfire gaze.

"I huh? Well…uh…? Oh look rotten eggs!" Abraham Sapien pointed in one direction while he took off in the other. Both Harry and Red looked at each other wondering why they hadn't thought of it first.

"Cheese it Kid!" Red bellowed as he and Harry took off down the hall before splitting up at the fork that following the left corridor. Looking back H.B. actually paled a little to a light shade of pink when he realised Auntie Sherman was HOT on his heels. "Oh shit."

"I DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU DID RED! BUT I'M NOT GOING TO LET YOU GET AWAY WITH CORRUPTING! MY! GODSON!" she takes her responsibilities VERY seriously. Good for Harrison. Bad for the Big Red Monkey.

"You mean OUR…. Godson," talking back…. Never a good idea. Cue the fireballs, "OH! CRAP…!"

* * *

><p><strong>{Septimus Residence, Nova Scotia, 1986}<strong>

"Are you okay?" Harry eventually said to the owner of a frilly pink two-piece swimsuit with powder blue stars. After all it is not everyday when a peculiar girl would just face-plant into his latest in a long series of intricate granular masterpieces (aka Sand Castles).

"I'm fine," the redhead muttered shakily as she rose from the depths of the yet to be filled moat. Her pride wounded more than anything else. Though why that was Harry was honestly not sure. Girls were strange like that sometimes.

"But you crashed," the former Potter deadpanned in a manner resembling his father while studying the broomstick that had magically fallen into his lap like it belonged there.

"I SAID I'M FINE!" a pair of cerulean glared witheringly into Harry's bemused emeralds.

"So…. Wher–"

"I'm Shirley the Glamorous! The Glamorous Shirley!" the little girl who was perhaps two or three years older than Septimus declared proudly with mercurial effect that raised even Harrison's eye brow.

"Eh?" was his intelligent reply while the reenergised girl was now standing haughtily on what remained of his castle in a victory pose. "Why–"

"I'm the fastest Witch alive…!" her proclamations continued for another minute or two as a very confused Harry was forced to listen to the Yankee from Myra, West Virginia's preachings. The reason he knew the odd girl was from Myra, West Virginia was because she told him along with numerous likes, dislikes, and her many…many…speed related aspirations and accomplishments/embellishments. Needless to say she was disturbingly the friendliest person Harry ever met. Perhaps even more so than his exuberant mother.

"Um…. Excuse me Miss Charlotte?" the boy who lived interrupted before he ended up with Shirley's social security and checking.

"Eh? What's up?" The southerner said as she decided to sit in the sand cross-legged with the emerald eyed boy wearing blue trunks and a white zip-up hoodie.

"Forgive me, but is it wise to be telling stranger all this?" the six year old asked astutely. "What I mean say Miss Charlotte is that you should be more careful."

"…Eh? Aren't we friends?" she asked innocently. Her cerulean eyes where now looking deeply into his own.

Harry for his part resisted the urge to blushed at the good-natured redhead while he contemplated how to gently scold the girl for her shortsightedness, "What's my name?"

"Err…William?" cue a sweat-drop.

"No," Harry deadpanned.

"Okay how about Arthur?" double Sweat-drop.

"No."

"But you look like an Arthur… Kurt then?" Triple sweat-drop.

"Try again," Septimus yawned.

"Jorge?" Even more sweat-drops.

"Nope."

"Mike?" An unprecedented number of sweat-drops and a mad blush that quickly overshadowed Shirley's cinnamon hair.

"Yea…NO." Harry teased with a little of his Uncle Red's flair.

"John?" He shook his head at the red-faced yankee's growing embarrassment. "Fred? Victor? Doug? Sam?"

"The first one of the last set was my Dad's," Glamorous Shirley was now staring at the ground despondently with a pout that Septimus privately thought was rather cute. For a cootie-carrier that is.

"Why don't I know your name?" She mopily muttered.

"Maybe because you never asked me Miss Charlotte," Harry supplied the answer with a mischievous whisper before offering his hand. "Harrison James Septimus."

The castle smasher eagerly accepted the Brit turned Canadian's hand with a still vermilion face, "Charlotte Elwood Yeager, call me Shirley."

"But Charlotte sounds so much lovelier," Harry said with a smile that was borderline roguish as he turned her hand over to kiss her delicate knuckles like his recently liberated Uncle Sirius instructed.

"Wha-wha… I-uh? Well…. F-Fine but only you can call me that. No one else," Yeager said with a blush to a still very clueless Harrison.

"Really?"

"Yup," the nine year old known as Shirley said with a smirk. "So…Harry why do you talk like James Bond?"

"Eh? Do I?" By the end of the summer Harrison had conscripted into viewing every Bond film the Yeager household had on VHS and unknowingly a love for stealth and espionage was forever born.

* * *

><p><strong>{One year later Unspecified Forrest in the Nova Scotia Wilderness}<strong>

"Why am I here also?" the worlds most famous demon hunting demon whined.

"Because we need to work on your aim," John said indifferently from the confines of his MJÖLNIR. Now normally he wouldn't take his power armour with him on a simple hunting trip. But after the last incident involving a pack foaming at the mouth ravenous Cyclops…? Well…117 felt it would be more prudent to be overtly prepared for the worst. While Miia would only green-lighted the outing after giving her "Little-Man" a new wrist watch that had both a tracking and a summoning rune inscribed on the back of the head. What it summoned only Miia knew but the devious glint in her sunset golden eyes made the SPARTAN-II wisely not ask.

"But why are we using bows?" Hellboy internally sulked, ignoring the insult all together. Hell even he admitted to being a crap shot. Still H.B. preferred loud and noisy things that went boom like his Samaritan Revolver or his beloved Big Baby.

"Helps you learn to walk lightly on your feet and it's good for patience," Harrison answered in his father's stead. This earned a snort from Hellboy while John smiled proudly at his son. Harry was developing into a borderline genius level intellect that Mr. and Mrs. Septimus enjoyed nurturing. He learned visually and through practice with almost an innate ease. Realising how much his growth was stunted by the Dursleys often disturbed and enraged John at times. "Wait…. I think I sense something."

"That you do née Potter," an enchanting voice spoke calmly despite the hard-light manipulations that were inches from transpiercing the giant Raven from a multiple of unpleasant angles. Hellboy and John had each dropped their bows and were now leveling their respective weapons of choice at the trespasser who had just appeared at their six, "Peace Spartan."

Septimus disregarding the offering as he kept his GEN4 CELAR (Compact-channel Electromagnetic Linear Accelerator Rifle) Kurtz trained on the woman's head while H.B. did the same with his Samaritan, "Morrígan… Goddess and Phantom Queen of the Aes-Sídhe (Fairies) what do we owe the pleasure."

"I come to repay a long over due debt," John blinked as the Raven warped into an alluring woman of Celtic decent with hair blacker than even the scant few raven feathers covering her modesty where her royal cobalt blue robes did not. Hellboy felt his jaw unhinge at the sight of the scantly dressed goddess while Harry wonder if she was an angel when a duo of raven wings wrapped around her covering what little modest there was left to salvage.

"Well would look at that…. Looks like I'm gonna need another beer," the Uncle Red said as he walked to a stump to set down the duffle strapped to his back and fish for the inebriating substance. John shook his head tiredly at the Red Monkey's antics as his son's emerald eyes began to study an equally curious pair of etherial vermilion.

"I appreciate the offer Lady Morrígan but I wish for no compensation. As Preventers we were merely performing our duty nothing more. The Aes-Sídhe called for aid and we gave it," John said as he re-holstered his rifle to his back while using his telekinesis to levitate the compound bow back into his grip. Morrígan may be in 117's debt but he refused to take his eyes off the fairy goddess in case of she attempted any manipulations.

"Your modest humility is delightful as always Spartan. As is your unyielding altruism and wary. Commendable…. But unnecessary," she sounded exasperated at the II's reservation for all things divine. "This is an offer I'm sure even you as a Father you will not pass up."

"…." Green tensed along with Red.

"I offer your son patronage," Morrígan smiled at the perplexed emotions she sensed coming form the two adults while Harry watched on in blissful innocence.

"Explain," the taciturn commando seemed to relax a little and Morrígan felt herself blush when she realised John was staring straight into her eyes from behind the faceless visage of MJÖLNIR. He was searching for any forms of deception mind you, but in Morrígan's mind it still counted as a personal win.

"All though I'm aware that your son has a shared lectures with Calima Finwë under the sagacious Álfar (Elf) Magus Lord Sindar and is receiving private tutelage under Maître Nicolas Flamel. There is still so much more for the boy has to learn."

"Such as the practices of the Aes-Sídhe (Fairies)?" John questioned. This was certainly unexpected.

"Correct."

"Wait, Wait, Wait…," the Righthand of Doom's pointer finger wagged inconsiderately close to the uncomfortable goddess's face. "Wait…a minute you want to offer Harry patronage?"

"Yes," Morrígan growled she never much cared for Anung Un Rama's disregard for her divinity. Son of Azzael or not he should know better.

"As in the kind that involves him gaining a portion of your power and authority?"

"Yes…."

"Freely?"

"Yes."

"Swear on the Styx," Red crossed his arms with expectancy while Green kept his weapon at ready. No way was Hellboy going to let his nephew anywhere near the "sexy-bird-lady" without any assurances. John was of a similar inclination except his involved nukes placed in strategic locations to keep the goddess of the Aes-Sídhe (Fairies) honest. But H.B.'s idea worked too the ex UNSC Naval Operator supposed.

"I… Morrígan the Phantom Queen of the Aes-Sídhe (Fairies) and the Goddess of Battle, Strife, and Sovereignty swear on the River Styx that I freely offer patronage to Harrison James Septimus née Harry James Potter without cost or penance."

"Eh, good enough for me. What about you Green?"

"It's Harry's decision if he so chooses to accept it."

"Umm…okay," shrugged the little wizard with emerald eyes.

* * *

><p><strong>{Three years later the Troll Market, New Jersey}<strong>

"Stay close kid these folks don't hold humans in high regard and you being a wizard certainly doesn't help," Hellboy said while keeping his free hand close to his Samaritan. "That goes double for you Black."

Said Black and Harry Potter's godfather who was wrongfully imprisoned gave Harrison Septimus's godfather a not so subtle forearm jerk while standing behind unknowing Harry. The rivalry of infantile prank, quips, and obscene gestures had ensued the moment Sirius Black realised he'd been unintentionally been replaced. Neither "adults" were willing to yield in their duties as godfather fueling the escalation of their private war. One that if it continued much longer John was going to resort to shooting them both.

"Got it," Harry spoke curtly as he continued to breath through his mouth. The aromas of the Troll Market were absurdly repugnant and he didn't want risk any of it permanently adhering to his nostrils. "Are you comfortable Miss Mata?"

"Very Master Harrison," Mata Dubh Harry's Aes-Sídhe familiar answered while cuddling into the crook of his neck to enjoy the refuge his sea-breeze cologne offered. In the years since Harry and the eldest daughter of Gille Dubh had been partnered together Mata found herself succumbing to uncharted affections spurned by the young wizard's generosity and warmth. The former Potter was Dubh's first and only student. A prodigious talent and devoted friend. Who begrudgingly became her Lord and Master after learning Morrígan's patronage required Mata's life servitude as his familiar.

Like his father Harry had an abhorrent disgust for slavery. Even right now it was taking every fiber of his being not to hex every slaver they passed into oblivion. His father John was in an even fouler mood as they made their way through the market. The Spartan-II's telepathic sweeps for danger forced him to listen to the dispirited surface thoughts of the many unwilling thralls. After their business was concluded John was going to organise a Preventer raid on this market and re-institute Conclave law on its inhabitants.

"And you Selene?" Harrison anxiously looked up to the vampire in the tight black leather garb of a Death Dealer walking next to him. He was well aware of the vampire's heighten sense of smell and often made a habit of bathing thoroughly and regularly when she visited. After all she was the closest thing Harry had to an elder sister. Selene was always solicitous about the welfare of young Septimus. So why wouldn't the wizard strive to be as equally considerate?

"I am well. Thank you Harry," the raven haired beauty said with a muted smile while subtly checking the combat webbing hidden beneath her black leather overcoat. Like always she was carrying a light armament consisting of pistols, explosives, and throwing knives which were her ideal for any close quarters fighting that may ensue. The tight leather jumpsuit and matching girdle she often wore on outings such as these were meant to distract her enemies into misconstruing her presence. Leaving little to imagine as it teased and drew the eye away from the quick death that was sure to follow. "Though Monsieur Flamel seems troubled."

"Master?" Harry looked over to the six hundred and sixty-one year old frenchmen with a concerned look fitting that of a dedicated disciple. Nicolas Flamel the only wizard outside of Sirius Black John-117 trusted with the secret of his son's identity seemed to be at a loss.

"It iz nothing Harrie. Just zee troublez of an old mind," despite still being in his physical prime Flamel bore a pair of dark calculative eyes that betrayed the inquisitiveness of Nicolas's true age. It was one of the few thing the famed Elixir of Life one his more recognisable of creations could never undo.

"Oh and that'd be what Frenchy?" Uncle Red said with his usual brazen.

"Damn Singe-Rouge," Flamel muttered to himself before acknowledging the brute. "Harrie's former tenant may occupy multiple vessels."

"Figures," John said with a sigh while bringing up the rear before looking at the Preventer Operator helping him rear guard. "Something wrong Frank?"

"I think that Cthulhu thing wearing the red brassiere just winked at me suggestively," the former CIA wet boy's fingers were grazing over his custom Para 1911 G.I. with expert caution.

"Relax Moses she's just hungry," Red chuckled.

"Oh that's reassuring…."

* * *

><p><strong>{Two years later the private Summer Beach Villa of Nicolas &amp; Perenelle Flamel}<strong>

"Very good, very good. Now zee definition of déconstruction," patriarch and last male of the House of Flamel questioned his studious student.

"The use of energy to break down the physical structure of the identified material into a more malleable state to lessen the challenge reshaping it into a new physical form," the ten year old paused to collect his thoughts before continuing. "Then comes finally the reconstruction by continuing the flow of magic so as to reform the material into a new shape."

"Superb young Septimus, vell done. Now zen explain Equivalent Exchange and zee two segments of law that appliez itz," Nicolas Flamel continued to quiz his student with a passion for his practice that could inspire even the most dull-witted of wizards to take up his art.

"One cannot simply gain anything without first giving something in return. To obtain, something of equal value must be lost that is the brief of the Law of Equivalent Exchange. Its core make up is the Law of Conservation of Mass and the Law of Natural Providence. The only believed violator of these laws is the power of the Philosopher's Stone."

"Oh? Define believed," Nicolas's eyes narrowed at the young man's analysis. He was curious if the boy figured out what his former disciple Albus Dumbledore could not.

"Yes, I believe that the idealistic power of the stone is an illusion to cover up the cost for creating such a powerful medium," Harry paused unsure if he should continue his evaluation. What he had come to eventually theorise was something so discrediting to his master's reputation that he refused to believe it himself.

Little Mata Dubh who was resting on Harry's shoulder frowned at her beloved master's hesitation. All the while Flamel had taken a seat along one of the patio benches with a despondent sigh, "It seems you figured it out."

"Why did you…."

"Create it?" Harry merely nodded. "Do you recall the name Egbert the Egregious in your studies?"

"He was a Dark Lord from the middle ages. He was also rumoured to be the creator of the bubonic plague"

"Zose were no rumourz Harrie. Zee Black Death vas his doing and because of him I vas forced to find a solution, a cure. Atz zee time I could never emagine zee cost itz would required to create zee stone. Butz compared to zee millions more thatz would have died if I did notzing…? A small price to pay en hindsightz for humanity."

"…," the young wizard said nothing. Unsure what to say next.

"I pray you never have to make such a decision Harrie," the Alchemist in training could only nod at that. His father often mention such difficult choices when he told tamed stories of the Human-Covenant War.

"Does it get easier?"

"No…." Nicolas lingered on that thought for a bit before clapping his hands and raising his voice to continue their exploration of the world of alchemy. "Now zen…enough of dis dispiriting discussion for one day. Letz us proceed with your lesson before my beloved Perenelle finishes zee preparations for our lunch."

Harry could only nod as he resisted the urge to follow the inviting scents permeating from the beach villa. It was the smell of French cuisine at its finest. Thanks to the centuries worth of acquired experience Perenelle had perfected her craft. The fact that her cookbook was still the top best culinary seller two centuries later since its publishing was also a strong indicator of the witch's talent.

The poor-lucky boy could already taste the onion soup and sautéed chicken paillards. Not to mention the decadent crêpes with sautéed Pears, aged gouda, and fresh thyme for dessert. No doubt another venture at spoiling the Boy Who Lived rotten like he was her own flesh and blood. If not for the fear of out living their descendants Nicolas and Perenelle would have had children centuries ago. Coincidentally Harry had become something of a surrogate grandson to them. Something the ageless Flamels always wanted.

Their midday meal eventually came with the shooing of Harrison from the books and a wand transmuted into a frying pan being directed threateningly in Nicolas's face. Harry unfortunately or fortunately depending how you look at it did not know enough french to recognise mischievous double meanings behind the Flamels comical banter. Nor was he old enough to understand the definition of flirting. What he did understand was that Mrs. Flamel was Mister's "Precious Little Bumblebee" and he was her "Naughty Old Dog." As for what a paddle, a rubber ball, beads, and whipped cream had in common young Septimus had not the faintest clue. Something about "punishment" though Harry could never knew for sure.

What he did know was Nicolas and Perenelle loved each other very much and in the centuries they spent together they were almost never apart for long. In fact attempting to separate the two was tantamount to suicide. The many ghosts of the fools who tried could always be summoned to attest to that.

* * *

><p><strong>{July 31, 1991}<strong>

"HAPPY BIRTHDAY HARRY!" they all cried in unison. Soon Harrison found himself being generously kissed on the cheek by a red-faced Charlotte Yeager. While a budding Catherine Nergal and Diána Arachnera cried out loud at the injustice. Just because she had those over grown mammary glands didn't mean they were out of the Race yet…. Both girls were speeding along into fine examples of their respective species.

Of course they never mentioned the "R" (Race) or "Q" (Quidditch) word around the new star Seeker of Beauxbatons. The only person that dared was Harry. Charlotte's racing rival and long time crush. Said crush was now leading by two victories. Bringing the grand total to 239 wins for Harry, 237 Victories for Shirley, and 49 begrudgingly accepted ties forced on them by their parents. If one was the F/A-18E/F Super Hornet then the other was the SR-71 Blackbird. Maneuverability versus speed. Give the Yank a track that had plenty of straightaways and she won hands down, but throw in a few tight turns and obstacles and all that speed turned into a handicap against Septimus's above average reflexes.

Naturally none of this stopped the whiz kid Seeker from falling for Harrison like a brick from orbit along with every other moderately sane girl present today. Excluding his little sister Kelly for obvious reasons and Calima Finwë who'd been crushing-dating Talbot since 84. Yes, much to Miia's and Liz's object horror and the personal delight of Hellboy and Sirius Harry had become quite the little ladykiller. Why else would a fourteen year-old girl who was already being spotted by the Fitchburg Finches and Stonewall Stormers consorting with the newly crowned eleven year old?

Hell even Selene and Harry's fairy familiar Mata were "somewhat" smitten with him. That is to say if they were ever honest with themselves. Both being reluctant towards the idea of earning the moniker, "Cougar." Though in all fairness when your born to such long lived species the term Cougar is hardly applicable now is it? Of course when July 31 of 1996 eventually comes around the big-sister gloves were coming off. Mata was now secretly perfecting the size altering magics she had been humouring for sometime (Mata is a little over 12.5 centimeters tall) while Selene had already begun picking out a shamelessly inviting négligées (mostly in black).

One way or another Harrison was going to become a REAL man when he turned sixteenth. Of course this is assuming they and their younger rivals stayed strong until the time came to _spoil_ the former Potter rotten - and oh how wanted to be the one _spoil_ him. A fair trade in their collective minds considering all the lovable things he's done for them over the years. Not mention the added benefits….

At the moment the only immediate dilemma affecting Harry's future was whether or not to attend L'Académie de Sorcellerie de Tue-loup (Wolfsbane Academy of Sorcery) hidden somewhere in the Laurentian Mountains or the Salem Institute for the Abnormally Gifted. Both were prestigious schools with reputable standings in the world. Compared to there muggle neighbors they were second scholastically to only a few trailblazers like Alexandria, Ecbatana, and Rome. Two of which had offered Septimus a four year scholarship while their North American counterparts proposed all seven. Albus Dumbledore's Hogwarts and rest of the UK had up until this point remained off of the aspiring wizard's radar much to John and Miia relief. Of course having a Short-eared Owl crashing through the kitchen window right when you start cutting the cake has a way of hampering that….

Harry blinked at the half dead avian now laying with its face planted in the once pristine red velvet then towards Shirley, then looked back towards the ruddy coloured owl again. Harrison repeating this process for a good few minutes before dawning look appeared on his face as he settle on a bemused Charlotte with a cheeky but winsome grin.

"Char he lands just like you."

"IDIOT!" Shirley yelled while blushing madly. Harry merely chuckled at her reaction before giving a playful wink of apology that left Yeager and the few other girls caught in his gaze simmering with blushes. Sometimes they wonder if Harrison realised what he was doing to them half the time.

John merely frowned at the display making a mental note to talk to his son later while Miia began to stare deathly daggers at Uncles Red and Black for corrupting her son. Said uncles were wisely making sure they were at least fifteen feet a way from the snake woman. For good reason too when Lamia breeds were concerned constrictors just happen to be the most _physically_ developed. Quite coincidentally Mrs. Septimus just happens to be a constrictor. Which makes her pretty darn good at giving nice warm hugs (despite being poikilothermic). Or…crushing fully armoured full humvee like an empty beer can.

Needless say both Godfathers were on the verge or learning what true fear is. And what is true fear you may ask? True fear is any angry female with hyper developed maternal instincts and a kitchen utensil in hand of course.


End file.
